haughty sort of way seeming to have no respect at all for anybody there
except perhaps Paul Mueller. My eyes had been following him when he
was observable. Finally he stopped just behind me at Weatherwax's table.
'What the hell do you call that?' he said in a loud voice, without even
bending to look. I had turned my head in time to see the man flush
angrily and straighten up.
'What the hell do you call that?' Mr. Sullivan said, louder than before.
The whole room was now waiting for Weatherwax.
'What do / call it?' he said, evidently hot, as though struck by a lash.
'Hell! It's a church, can't you see? Christ! What do you want?'
With trembling hands he was undoing the strings of his little black
apron as he spoke. With violence he threw his pencil down on the board,
grabbed the leather case of drawing instruments and deliberately walked
out.
Mr. Sullivan, as though he had heard nothing, changed not a hair,
looked a moment at the unhappy drawing while he blew his nose into a
fresh handkerchief, then turned on his heel to the next table or two—I
could see the cringing fear of him wherever he went—and walked slowly
out of the room as he had come in, without another word. There had
been no sound in the draughting room during the episode. Evidently all
were used to something of the kind. When he had gone out there was a
rustle, whispering and low talking which Mueller put down with warning
looks.
My reaction to this one was, 'I'm afraid I won't last long here after all!*
Evidently no one did where he was concerned. And then, I thought, 'This
is not the real Sullivan. I've seen a different one.'
What was Dankmar Adler like? Just before noon he opened the same
door through which Mr, Sullivan had entered. A personality, short-built
and heavy, like an old Byzantine church. He was not gutty, just broadly
and solidly built, one to inspire others with confidence in his power at
once. I felt comforted.
He walked with deliberate, heavy-legged, flat-footed steps over to
Mueller's desk and stood talking to him. The while his deep bass voice
rumbled, he went about with his hands stuck under his coat-tails, looking
with a frown at drawings. A word of greeting occasionally. He would sit
down at the board and make suggestions in a fatherly sort of way. Finally
he got to me. Looked at me pleasantly from his deep-set eyes under the
bushy brows.
'Hello!'—kindly. 'Sullivan's new man?'
'Yes, sir!'
He sat down on the stool I had vacated to stand up to him. As he put
one leg over the other, I noticed his enormous mannish feet. They spread
flat like the foundations for some heavy building.
'Sullivan needs help, Wright. It's difficult to find anyone to "catch on"
to what he wants. I hope you will succeed!'
He got up abruptly almost as soon as he had sat down and, as though
suddenly remembering something, went heavily out among the draught-
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